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Aug. i On holiday. Blackpool manners are super-normal,
Sunday. and in the matter of raiment the return to nature is
striking. The gay colours are worn by the men, and
I saw one young male dazzling his female in a get-up consisting
of black shirt and collar, trousers and suede shoes of black,
relieved by a white jacket and white tie. Another favourite
combination is baby-blue and canary. I saw one party of six
males set off for a jaunt in a landau ; their sweethearts were
told to sit down, do nowt, and await their return.
Played eleven holes of golf yesterday with young Rawstron.
The first time I have touched a club this year, and am surprised
to find I never hit the ball better. The sort of game which would
have bucked me up tremendously a year or two ago. But it's
too late now, and renunciation begins. Proof of this is in the
fact that I forgot to bring my clubsy and that I could limit myself to
less than the full round. What this means is that the days of
stern matches with assistant pros., who used not to be able to
give me 4 bisques, are now over. And I think I would rather
give up the game altogether than play with amateurs of no style.
Half my fun in golf has been the intense pleasure I have got out
of watching the professional stuff. But then I have never been
able to stick amateurism in any form. I loathe amateur acting,
and any golf-swing in which I cannot detect the caddie. Leo
says that Cleopatra made a mess of her love-making the day she
turned amateur. I shall probably not really give up golf so
long as I can break 90 ; yesterday my score for n holes was 52.
My excuse for recording all this is that it is of intense interest to
me, and that as a fanatic for Arnold Bennett's Journal I am
prepared to be absorbed in an entry telling me which sock he
put on first. There are occasional weak moments when I pretend
that I am writing for my old age. That wise old bird Leo quickly
disposes of this : " Nonsense, James ! You'll always be too
busy writing Ego to read it. You remember what George Moore
prophesied of Zola : f One day he'll be found dead, k ne^ dans
le bonding One day you'll be found dead, with your aose in
Eg* 25"
Later.   This afternoon's golf much better, with a grand last